


“Waiter, fix your tie! No, I don’t mean it’s crooked, I mean you should 
always be adjusting it.” I have almost never known Fellini to shout like 
this. No doubt it is the heat. 

“Musica! Go, Nello! Stop! Stop! Faster with the carriage. Driver— 
Armando, a livelier trot, please—almost a gallop. Musica! No, stop! For 
God’s sake, what are you waiting for? Keep on fixing your tie, brush your 


sleeves and lapels, keep moving while you talk to the customer. Musica! 


Nello! . . . Fine, Sandrocchia. Very good.” Fellini is particularly fond 





